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. Zane Grey’s Book of Aﬁgling, “Tales of Fishes’

By ALEXANDER STODDART.,
Editor of “Rod and Gun News” in

“The Sun.”
0}

the four milion men wha»’r Te-
sponded to the call of their cono-
try, doubtless the spirit of adventure ap-
pesled to many. The spirit of adventure
is possessed from the eradle fo the grave,
but it is only these who respond who leara
of its joys and are ready when opporto-
nity beckons to heed the eall to go forth to
the thrills that the unexpeeted gives,
Doubtless hundreds of thousands com-
ing buck from the great war, havieg had
a taste of adventure, will be eager and
willing to try fields anew when the call
comes, for now having once gone forth it
is in the blood to seek new pleasures the

moment that the way is shown.

Zane Urey in his book Tales of Fishes
points the way to thrills that come to the
man who is willing lo lake a chance where
the rod points even if there is a spice of
danger attached to it. The way lies in
tngling for big game Hshes of the sea with
sport=manlike tackle,

The yoars are but few sinee Dr. Charles
Frederick Holder ealled attention to the
possibilities of sport with big gume fishes
of the sea and introdueed to anglers a par-
adise in Santa Catalina, Cal., the home of
the broadhill and marlin swordfish, the
tuna, the albicore and the yellow tail.

It is sad to think that in those bria?
years sinee the founding of the Tusia Club
in 1898 commercial greed and over-
fishing have so reduced the big game fishes
of the Pacific at this” anglers’ paradise
that sportsman Zane Grey should have L
write :

A “If you are & fisherman of any degre,
and if you aspire to §0me wonderful ex-
periences with the grest and varishing
game fish of the Pacifie, and if you would
love 1o nssociate with these adventufes
gome dazzling white hot days, and un-
forgetuble cool nights where your eyelids
get glued with sleep, and the fragrant sali
breath of the sea, its musie and wotion

) and color and mystery and beauty—then
go to Avalon before it is too late,”

II.

The ¢harm of Tales of Fishes is that it
lives up to its title. They niv tales that
are told with all the ability, ecolor an?
dramatic possibilities of a story teller
who knows and loves his subjeet. Robert
1. Davis knows. He once wrote to Grey:
“If you went out with & mosquito net to
eateh 1 mess of minnows your story would
reud Jike Roman gladistors seining the
Tigris for whales.”

Yot Davis is not a troe believer, al-
though he is o good fisherman.- He writes
to Girey: “Yon say ‘the hard, divisg lght
of # tunu liberates the hrute instinet in &
man. Well, Zane, it also liberates the
qualities of a har!”

Having talked with men like the lato
W. . Boschen, who caught in 1917 the
largest brondbill swordfish ever taken on
sportsmanlike tackle, a fish weighing 463
pounds, who to aecomplish this feat wes
willing to wait two years for a bite, and
who onee lost a swordfish after he ha?
fought it pleven and a half hours, we rais»
our ﬁghﬂ‘l:nml and gy Zane Grey is a
truthful man. And the evidence can best

_ be liad by going out and seeking these
game fish that whe 1 subdued with sports-
manlike tackle adl to the glories of mar.

Seeking these gladintors of the sea is
no child’s play. It requires a love of tie
ontdoors, ability as an angler, strengt:
to endure the gruelling work of lifting or
pumping a fish to the surface, knowledge
of the hahits of fishes and to pit one's ic-
genuity aguinst that of a vreature that de-
votes its every effort to eseape that which
interferes with its liberty. (irey observes:
“There lives no fisherman but what these
lives u tuna that can take the conceit and
the fight out of him.”

To give a faint idea of the bewildering
possibilities in the pursuit of the murln
or roundbill swordfish, “the royal purple
‘game of the sea,” let a few paragraphs tell

of a marlin that had towed the boat six
miles out to sea and back again:

“1 conld not stop him. I had begun {5
wenken, My hands were sights. My haek
hurt. But I staved with him. He felt like
& log and [ eonld not recover line Can-
tain Dan said it was beeause [ was almost
all in, but I did not think that. Presently
this swordfish turned inshore and to:od us
back the six miles. By this time it wa:
late ond I was all in, But the swordfish
did nol seem nearcr the bhoat. I goi

.

mad and found some reserve strength. 1
siuply had to bring bim to gufz !
pulled and pumped and wound until I
was blind and could searcely feel. My
old bligters opencd and bled, My lef:
arm was dead. I seemed to bave no morc
strength than a kitten. I could not lea]
the fish nor turn him. I had to drag and
drag, ineh by inch. It was agonizing, but
finally ¥ was enconraged by sight of him,
a long, fine, game fellow. A hundred
times T got the end of the double line near
the leader in sight, only to lose it

“I had fought this swordfish nearly
three hours. T ecould not lnst mueh longer.
I rested a little, holding hard, and then
hegan a last and desperate effort to bring
him to gafl. I was absolutely dripping
with sweat and red flashos passed bhefors
my eyes and queer dots. The last su-
preme pull—all T had left—brought the
end of the leader to Capiain Dan's out-
stretehed hand.

“The swordfish came in broadside. In
the elear water we saw him plainly, beau-
tifully striped tiger that he was! And we
all saw that lie had not been hoeked. He
had been lussoedd.  Tn some way the lead r
had looped agound him with the hook
catching under the wire. No woader it
had nearly killed me to bring him to the

est feature in all my wonderful Clements
experience—to see thal superb swordfish
looped in a noose of my long leader. He
was without a aer:hﬂ:."

IIL

Talez of Fishes is not eonfined entirely
to the Pacifie coast game fishes, buf in-
eludes also tales of angling in the Gulf
Stream, the Florida coast and the Atlur-
tie. Angling for the sailfish in the Florida
waters Grey has taken four in one day
on light tackle, and although the sport is
voung and it is as difficult a8 it is trying,
vet the sportsman who writes these “Tales
of Fishes” says he does not ksow how to
eateh zailfish yet. This shows the untold
possibilities of this elass of angling, for
an expert like Crey says that if a sailfish
is hooked there are ten chaneces to ome
that the fish will free itself.

Grey is one of the few men who have
taken on light tackle bonefish, the wises',
shyest, wariest, strangest fish he has ever
stndied. The sportsman angler makes the
statement regarding its speed that-np sal-
mon, barracuda, no other fish
for swiftness of motion, is in the bonefish
elass. “A boneflsh is so ineredibly fast,”
writes Grey, “that it was a long time be-
fore I eould believe the evidence of my

boat, and surely T nevex would have sue- ~gwn eyes. You see him; he is there per-

ceeded had- it not been for the record
Captain Dan coveted. That was the strany-

The Best Loved of the Novelists

By GEORGE GORDON.

NDEED ihe first, the most abused,
the most admired of English nov-
clists—not, surely, “a lily prisoned
in a gale of snow” nor (its more hideous
opposite) a plain man’s man, but, indi-
vidual and alert, a ereature of original
gening, of rare econrage and tireless en-
ergy, & irue patriot in & jingo age, a
staneh friend, a loyal husband, a fear-
less justice of the pesce and withal the
bravest wit in the London of his day—
such was Henry Fielding. author of Tem
Jones, manager of the Haymarket The-
atre and (in his twenties) the most
suecessful playwright in the town. Small
wonder Major Rupert Hughes, whose vo-
eabulary holds many a fair word of
-praise for lesser men and women, slam-
mers in vain to find the fit superlative
that shall eontain the irony, the wisdom,
the truth of Henry Fielding and not

seem grudging in comparison.

And yet, in & recent issue of the Book-
man, Mr. Chauncey B. Tinker says that
“to the irreverent and the uninterested
the accouni of his carver must seem a
tissue of doeuments and dulness.”

Doubtless there be some to whom the
story of the ereation of the world ap-
pears of little moment; others who yawn
us they read of Napoleon's derring-do in
love and war, How many of these have
in late life quelle] by a fearless facing
of the moh a riot on the streefs or seen
their gany inconsequence ueted npon the
stage night after night to ecrowded
houses by so winning a comedienne as
Mistress Kitly Clive? How many have
threatened the abduoction of an heiress
in their teens, and, bound over to keep
the peace, gone abroad to study law?
What prodigal to-day returns to wed the
belle of a eathedral town, to find his
tales of highwaymen the most discussed
liternture among the learned?

It is true that Prof. Wilbur Cross,
overanxious Lo cleanse his hero of sin, has
in The History of Henry Fielding robbad

_ his subjeet of half its vitality, Field-
ing has become a legend—not by any
means Byronie, the favorite auther of
the seullery mnid with fine manners and
pale face, the'beautiful martyr of love—
but rather an embodiment of the reck-
less, hard drinking, snuff stained eigh-
teenth eentury. Prof. Cross demurs. Field-
ing was, after all, 4 man in a world of
men. It would have been impossible for
him, acconiplishing all that he did secom-
plish, to idle endlessly with the beaux of
the coffee house or to intrigne his years
away in green room amour. True enongh.
But that he forewent enfire the pleasures
of his generation is equally improbable.
He was eapable of extremes of lazinis<
and toil. And I fesl certnin that Henley, in
that most brilliant of Fielding essays,
was nearer the truth than is Professor
Cross in this more painstaking and ae-

feetly still in the clear, shallow water, &
ereature of fish shape, pale green and sil-

eray’s fanciful portrait or dispute the
eonelusions of Seoft, 1 do not think that
Prof. Cross has brought back Fielding to
the life—I do not find the man in his

to prove that he was eleaner,
his age, whereas of all men
ever written he most surely wrote for
was a product of his own day.
sions to econtemporary life, to the
of the moment, the brothel round the
corner, the eoffee house across the way, are
in his comedies and in his novels as nsual
as in the newspaper of the morning after.
And that his knowledge was gleaned at
first hand—in the faee of the stories that
survive around his name, true in spiri
exaggerated in detail, why
pute this? That Prince Henry
stafl does not prove him ea
quering at Agineourt, but
Agincourt disprove his delight
most monstrous of cowards
Fielding honored Amelia, understood
virgin heart of Sophia Western, in no wi
contradiets his eye for the more
charms of Mary Daniel or the
his son was born two months
marriage to her.
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ver, but erystallike, a phantom shape, stxge B

ing at you with strange black eves; than 8
he is gone. Vanished! Absolutely withe
out your secing a movement, even o faint
stresk! By peering keenly you may dis- *
cern a little swirl in the water. As for =
the strength of a bonefish, T actunlly hesi-
tate to give my impressions. No one will
ever believe how powerful a bonefish is
until he bas tried to stop the rush and
heard the line snap. As for his cunning,
it is utterly baffling. As for his biting, it 5
is almost imperceptible. As for his tae- 08
ties, they are bevond eonjecture.” L A
AtI.ﬂngKe}.ml-.“thiondymn! \.':
shore where the sun shines white all day "
and the stars shine white all night,” Grey
has hooked sueh rare fishes on rod and line
as the dolphin and the washoo, all of
which will especially interest the sngler 0
who is familiar only with the eommen’
species of fish, but Tales of Fishes is so
fascinatingly written that whether ome

is an angler or not he will find pleasuee 2]
within its 267 pages. There are sixty =

ing leap of the swordfish.

TALES OF FISHES. By Zavz Gasv.
Harper & Bros.

gearched for every note, for every lefter, =~
for every word that bears upon Fielding.
I he is not always fair to Richardson, if
he at times seems to patromize Dr. John- =
son after the manner of the New York

Times, if he generalize to a vagueness nn-
believable concerning French novels, he
must be forgiven—his concern is prima-
rily with Fielding. Here at last we have
the clay wherewith to reereate the man &
and the artist—elay- that herotofore hagh
been scattered to the winds. To all who *
are not of “the irreverent and The um- |
interested” these three volumes wil meam
mueh. .

THE HISTORY OF TENEY FIELDING.
BY Wnurz L. Cross. New Havean: Yale
University Press.
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Senator

Robert L. Owen

Master-Buailder of the Federal Reserve Act
has written three Big little books of timely and

- -
immense importance.

American will want them for his permanent

library.

“Foreign “Where is God
Exchange” in the
European War?"”

A staresman’s logic
to the great
of the war.
Price 60c.

A lucid explanation
of a subject which
every citizen should
wnderstand — and
wvery few do.

Price 75c.

applied
lessons

Get these three BIG little Books today

A ok Syres THE CENTURY CO. 3=

Every well - informed

“The Federal”
Reserve Act

The very facts you
have wanted about
the measure that
achieved such extra-
ordinary resaits dur-
ing the war. Price §1

Fourth Avemus .”'.
New York Ly




